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Pm rapt with admiration.
When I do ruminate
Men of one occupation,
How each one calls him brother,
Yet each envieth other,
And yet still imitate;
Yea, I admire to see, some natives farther sundered Than Antipodes to us, is it not to be wondered In myriads ye'U find of one mind scarce an hundred.
Hallo! my Fancy, whither wilt thou go?
What multitude of notions
Doth perturb my pate,
Considering the motions
How heavens they are preserved
And this world served
In moisture, light, and heat: If one spirit sits the outmost circle turning, Or if one turns another, continuing in journeying; If rapid circle's motion be that which they call burning.
Hallo! my Fancy, whither wilt thou go?
Fain also would I prove
This, by considering,
What that which you call love is;
Whether it be a folly,
Or a melancholy,
Or some heroic thing;
Fain would I have it proved, by one whom love hath wounded And fully upon one their desire hath founded, That nothing else could please them, tho' the world be rounded.
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